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engagements had obliged him to refuse my invitation to
our walk. But the letters with which I overwhelmed him
under some of these contingencies; these were the most
violent infliction. What pages of mad eloquence ! solemn
appeals, bitter sarcasms, infinite ebullitions of frantic sensi-
bility. For the first time in my life I composed. I grew
intoxicated with my own eloquence. A new desire arose
in my mind, novel aspirations which threw light upon old
and offcen-experienced feelings. I began to ponder over the
music of language; I studied the collocation of sweet words,
and constructed elaborate sentences in lonely walks. Poor
MUSSBUS quite sunk under the receipt of my effusions. He
could not write a line; and had he indeed been able, it
would have been often difficult for him to have discovered
the cause of our separations. The brevity, the simplicity
of his answers were irresistible and heartrending. Tet
these distractions brought with them one charm, a charm
to me so captivating, that I fear it was sometimes a cause ;
reconciliation was, indeed, a love-feast.

The sessions of our College closed. The time came that
Musaeus and myself must for a moment part; but for a
moment, for I intended that he should visit me in our
vacation, and we were also to write to each other every
week. Yet, even under these palliating circumstances,
parting was anguish.

On the eve of the fatal day we took our last stroll in our
favourite meads. The whole way I wept, and leant upon
his shoulder. With what jealous care I watched to see if
he too shed a tear! One clear drop at length came quiver-
ing down his cheek, like dew upon a rose. I pardoned
him for its beauty. The bell sounded. I embraced him, as
if it sounded for my execution, and we parted.